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‘Mis acquaintance ut the coffee-house, 


after thy departure for thy friend 
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Emily Hammond. 


AN INTERESTING AMERICAN TALE. 


: (Concluded from our last.) 
Arter spending three days with 





| 





her recollectiou is perfect; but since 
yesterday noon she has been almost 
constantly delirious. This. morning 
she asked to see her infant, which bad 
been placed with a nurse: the poor 
babe itself ill, and we strove to evade 
her inquiry. Afver repeatedly urging 


Mr. Drey, my anxiety to see the poor || the pathetick request, “ Let me, let 
Stranger a: Boston, led me again to ||:me see my child—my poor friendless 


thattown. Everard was at leisure, and 
asked leave to accompany me. We 
reached the city late in the morning ; | 
and while Everard was engaged in 

conversation with some gentleman of 


I rode directly to Mrs, Barlow's ~~ | 
That good woman saw me alighting, 








| 





babe!” she wildly cried—* Oh! they 
have sent it-—they have sent it to the 
hospital !” Her frenzy alarmed us,and 
we put the child into her arms: She 
hugged it fondly to her bosom, and 
said ina low voice: “ My sweet little 
Mary! your mother is dying! could 
your father sec us now! but hush—he 


and met me at the door; “ I am glad || lives somewhere here: he will say we 


thou art come, but I have sad news 


followed him, troubled him, disgraced 


for thee :-=thy poor girl is sick—sick, || him !--Oh no, not for the world would 


Ifear, past recovery. On the evening 


Drey’s, she seemed highly feverish, 
and begged to retire inmediately after 
tea, she rested lite ; and onenquiring 
after her healia in the morning, I sent 
instantly for a physician; and from his 
opinion I find we have little to hope. 





"| She inquires anxiously for thee when 





we have him say that! Butwhere is the 
good man who saved us? Has he for- 
saken @s too? How kind he looked! 
He is an old man too—he forsake wy 
poor Mary ! No, no!’’ soon after this 
she fellasleep; we cxpect her toawaka 
in her perfect senses, and then I shal! 
wish thee to see her immediately.” 
Everard now joined ns,and we were 
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seating ourselves at dinner, an elder- 


ly gentleman a quaker’s dress, was 
introduced;*and welcomed by Mrs. 


- Barlow as on old and valued friend.— 


“ Friend Hammond,” said the worthy 
woman, “ it is many long ycars since 
I shook thy hand last; I am glad to see 
thee; but thou hast come toa house of 
mourning ?” 

“ Mourning, sister! my own heart 
is a house of mourning ; but for whom 
art thou afflicted !”’ 


“ For the poor and the stranger; a 
lovely young woman,a guest in my 
house, is now on the bed of death !” 


“ My poor Emily is among strang- 
ers too !” replied the venerable mourn- 
er, drying the bitter drop of sorrow 
from his furrowed cheek. “ Oh sis- 
ter,” added he, “ I would not trouble 
others with my griefs ; butthe Almigh- 
ty“ hath dealt very bitterly with me.” 
Thou wilt remember that when my bu- 
siness compelled me to visit India, I 
removed my wife, and infant daughter 
to the house of my brother in Philacel- 
phia My sufferings abroad I will not 
mention: shipwreck, sickness, and 
captivity kept me from my native land 
for ten long years ; but heaven blessed 
my labours with abundant increase,and 
bat now I had returned with the sooth- 
ing hope of sharing the bounties of 
Providence with my beloved family ; 
but my wife is dead, and my daughter! 
—oh sister! my sweet litle Emily is—/ 
lost ; ruined, eloped from her friends! 
fled perhaps from disgrace and life to- 
gether, with all her sins on her head!» 

“ Who! Emily Hammond ?” inquir- 
ed Everard in breathless agitation. 


“ Yea, my good young friend, didst) 


then know my child ? 


—=— as 
“ God of mercy !” groaned Everard, 
and sunk senseless on the floor. 

We assisted him into the next room 
and placed him on a bed; but before he 
had recovered so far as to permit any 
inquiry after the cause of his emotion, 
the wurse came from above stairs with 
a request from the physician who was 
then attending, that Mrs. Barlow would 
walk aboye. She complied immedi- 
ately 5 ; but after a minutes’ absence she 
/ returned in tears. 

“Friend Hammond! wilt thou com- 
fort the dying? Friend J. the moments 
of thy poor girl are “ numbered and 
well-nigh finished ;” she wishes to bless 
thy kindness with her parting breath!” 


Everard had now recovered, and re- 


1 quested to be left alone; and myself 


,and Mr, Hammond followed Mrs. Bar- 
low to the room of the dying stranger. 
The curtains of the bed were partly 
drawn, and we had approached close 
before she observed us. “ My father!” 
with a faint scream was heard from the 
ibed. Mr. Hammond fell on his knees 
by the bed-side, and groaned in an- 
guish: “ My child! my poor lost 
Emily ! Oh my sainted Mary ! is this 
our daughter : is this all I have left of 
thee! Do I find our little prattling 
Emily thus! Father of mercies = 
strengthen me to thy chastening ! my 
child! my child ! art thou gone !” The 
| poor sufferer had fainted, and eur Ut- 
most efforts could hardly rekindle the 
feeble spark of life in her exhausted: 
| frame. She opened her eyes at length, . 





| My father! forgive me!” 





“ Forgive thee my child! I bless 
thee ! heaven forgive and bless thee 
as freely as thy father !” 





‘and with a long-drawn sob exclaimed, 





” 


st 
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“It is enough! Everard I forgive 


4 you.” 


: o 





. : ip es i re & 
* * * *  & = “x 


An explanation like this I had dread-. 


ed 5 but when the painful certainty left 
no room for better hopcs, F could bard- 
JySupport the shock, Everard Drey, 
Ahegpn of Hy old friend, whose con- 


’ stantwexample and whose daily lesson 
, dad been duty, had seduced from in- 
{nocence and virtue a heart that loved 


and trusted him ; and left to struggle 
unassisted with thé accumulated mise- 
ries of grief, sickness, disgrace and pe- 
nury, the loveliest victim that ever suf- 
fered on the altar of sensuality! My 
own life has not been unmarked with 
sofrows; I have, mourned the loss 
of friends, and followed my kindred to 
the. grave} but never did my spirit 
sink within meas atthis moment. Ye 
who have hearts to feel will not ask 
why I weep at the recollection. 

A moment’s reflection determined 
my conduct. I went below, where I 
found Everard walking the room in 
an agitation which excited my pity. I 
beckoned to him, and immediately re- 
turned to the chamber; he followed 
me withouteansieripg. , 


We approached-the bed of the dy- 


. ing Emily insilence: she cast her eyes 


‘on us, and wildly exclaimed, “ Eve- 
tard !—your ‘daughter!—protect my 


‘ child! [ didnot come to disgrace you, 
_ Everard ! : I felt that my days, were but 


few; I wished to see you, to forgive 
You,and to die! protect—— /”"— 





’ She faltered; her eyes closed; and a 
' ‘single convulsive gasp freed her gen- 


‘Me soul from the sufferings of morta- 


 Tity! 


The father watehed the expiring 


_ Mtuggle of his beloyed daughter and 








oes 


covering his face, lifted up his soul in 
silent prayer to his God. Not so Eve- 
rard. “ Old man / mourning father!” 
cried he inthe voice of distraction, 
“ See here the murderer of your 
daughter / Emily was the child of vir- 
tue; and alllthe powers of hell were 
put in array against her/ Farewell /”’ 
added he with an accent of frenzy ; and 
instantly flew from the house. 

Let me vebrief. Emily’s babe rests 
in the same grave with its mother ; and 
her wretched father quickly decended 
to that place “ where the wicked cease 
from troubling.” Rumour’s hundred 
tongues preceded my return to Mr. 
Drey’s. My friend relapsed and died. 
A rapid decline hastened his beloved 
wife to joinhim, Everard is no where 
to be found ; and amid this wide wreck 
of life and happiness, I seem Icft alone 
to tell the tale. 

Daughter of innocence / listen to the 
voice of age / When the youth of thy 
fancy points to the flowery paths of plea- 
sure, and with the honeyed cloqnence 
of desire, cries, * Come, come /” fly, 
fiy from the forbidden path, and trust 
not the lipsthat utter deceit / In thine 
own bosom thou hast a treacherous foe: 
thy heare bounds at the voice that 
would Itre thee to destruction, and 
responsive answers to the syren call / 
Hast thou friends who would mourn 
thy fall? Lose not the “ good name” 
which years of penitent virtue cannot 
recover / Hast thou brethren and sis 
ters? Shall the finger of scorn be 
pointed at them for thy sake? Hast 
thou parents? Oh, why wiltthou clothe 
the face ofthy mother with shame, 
and bring down the grey hairs of thy 
father with sorrow to the grave / Dose 


I thou fear the Cop who made thee ?— 


. i’: 


— —— _ 
- . 














* This Mutiny, headed by a petty officer of 
the name of Christian, took place about 30 
years Bi near the island of Otaheite; to 
which place the mutineers first took the ship. 
Capt. Bligh, and those who would not join 
in the mutiny, they turned adrift, in the 
long boat, to find their way across the 
wide Pacific Ocean; which they providen- 
tially effected, after suffering the greatest 
trials from hunger anc the perils of the great 
deep in av open boat---with the loss of sev- 
eral of their companions. It would appear 
that Christian afterwards took the ship to 
the above almost ineccessible island where 
the only surviving Mutineer was found with 
his littie colony. #4, 
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7 ere thonght shall be desjrac- | sstiyer wero obseived bringing down 3 
tion / Let thy fancy lead thee to the theig canoes on their ‘shoulders, dash- f 
tomb of Emily Hammond ; there read, ing-throug i a heavy surf, and paddling i. 
“ seventeen ycats——disprace and || off to the ships “prbut. their astonish- - 
death /” Fiy—oh fly / daughter of in i ment was unbounded, at hearing one - 
nocence, ‘ere the guif of infamy open of ‘them, dn approaching | the ship. call 
. to receive thee & *. ‘i out in the English language, « Won't 
EE Se yourheave usa rope now Ww ‘ 
3 Gemnenieet fer Fin ipa. “ The first man who got on board : 
From the Liverpool Mereury, Jan. 12, 1816, | the Brivoin soon'provéd who they were, ol 
PITCAIRN’S ISLAND, His name, he said, was Tharsday Oc- A 
AND MUTINEERS OF THE BOUNTY |] tober Christian, the first-born on the re 
—_ island. He was thén about five-and- ? 
or Reportof the only remaining Mu- twenty years of age, and is described we 
tineer of his Britannic Majesty‘s Ship ‘ 4 1 . a’ 
Rousiy,..and, his Meacendants, resident 1.05,2 0° elds tae at ag 
on Pitcairn Island, in the Pacific Ocean. high, bis hate P » Dis counten Hi 
By Captain Sir T. Staines, and Captain Pi- || ance open and interesting, af a, brown lad 
pon, (R. N.) of the Briton frigate, who ac. || ish cast, but free from that mixture of “al 
cidently fell in with this Istand on her re- |] a reddish tint: which prevails on the 
turn last Summer to England, from the |} Pacific Islands; his only dress was 3 her 
Paci: Ocnep? ~e - piece of cloth round, his loins, and a Na 
“ As the real position of the island straw hat, ornamented with‘ the black enc 
[Piteairn's} we ascertained fe be *° ll feathers of the dotmestic fuwl. . « With iv 
far distant from that in which it is laic a great share of good humour, * says = 
down in the charts, and as the captains Captain Pipon, “+ we were glaifto trace l 
of the Britomand agus seem to have }} 5, his benevoleng countenance all the J’ Peo 
still considered it as uninhabited, they |] ures of an honest English faces’ > whe 
were not a little surprised, on ap- «1 must confess," he continues, ti . ast 
proaching its shores, to bebold planta- |} ., uld not surveyAhis interesting per- ) and 
tions regularly laid out, and huts or |! | without feelings of tenderness and’ wer 
houses more neaily ig than |] . ompassion.”—Hjs companion was na- hoe 
oe ia Aer elt —_ When med George Youngya fine youth of wey allo 
about two miles frum the shore, some || .. i, years of age. oF 


‘If the astonishment. of the Cap: 
tains was great on hearing their first -}- 
salutation in English, their surprist ; - dix 
and interest wereMota limlé ‘increased : 
on Sir Thomas Staines..taking the 
youths below, and ‘getting before them , 
something, to eat, when fone of them, « 
rose up, and placing* his’ hands togetli-® 
er in a posture of devotion, “distinctly 7 
repeated, and in a pleasing tone 
mauner-—‘ For what we are going t ? 
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_ & They expressed great surprise on 
" s¢eing a cow on board the Briton, and 
. were in doubt whether she was a great 
goat or a horned sow. © 


yf The twocaptains of his Majesty's 
ships accompanied these young men 
on shore. With some difficulty, and 
a good wetting, and with the assistance 
of their conductors, they accomplish- 
ed a landing through the surf, and 
were soon after met by John Adams, 
a’man between fifty and sixty years of 
age, who conducted them to his house. 
His wife accompanicd him, a very old 
lady, blind with age.—He was at first 
‘alarmed, lest the visit was to appre- 
hend him; but en being told they 
were perfectly ignorant of his exist- 
ence, he was relieved from his anxie- 
ty.— Being once ascured that the visit 
_Was of a peaceable nature, itis impos- 
sible to describe the joy these poor 
|) people manifested on seeing those 
whom they were pleased to consider 
_ 4stheir countrymen. Yams,cocoa-nuts, 
’ and other fruits, with fine fresh eggs, 
were laid before them ; and the old 
mat would have killed and dressed a 
hog for his visitors, but time would not 
’ allow them to partake of his intended 
J feast. 
-«& This interesting new colony, it 
_. @emed, now consisted of about forty- 
‘ #ix persons, mostly grown-up young 
People, besides a number of infants 
€ young men, all born on the island, 
“Were very athletic, and of the finest 
forms ; ; their countenances open aod 
q gy indicating much benevolence 
"and goodness of heart ; but'the young 
, - Women were objects of particular ad- 
‘- Miration, tall, robust, and beautifully 
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veceive, the Lord make ustruly thank- » formed, their faces beaming with 
ful.” smiles and unruffled good humour, 


but wearing a degree of modesty and 


bashfulness that would do honour to. 


the most virtuous nation on earth ; their 


teeth, like ivory, were regular and . 


beautiful, without a single exception 
and all of them, both male and femaley 
had the most marked English features. 

« The clothing of the young females 
consisted of a piece of linen reaching 
from the waist to the knees, and gen- 
erally a sort of mantic thrown loosely 
over the shoulders. and banging as low 
as the ancles ; but this covering ap- 
peared to be intended chiefly asa pro- 


| tection against the sun and weather, as 


it was frcguently laid aside. 

Their native modesty, assisted by a 
sense of religion and moratity, instil- 
led into their youthful minds by John 
Adams, has hitherto preserved these 


jinteresting people perlectly chaste, 
j aod free from all kinds of debauchery. 


Adams aksufed the visitors, that since 
Christian’s death there had not beena 
single instance of any young woman 


| proving unchaste, nor any atterhpt at 


seduction on the part of the men: 
They all Jabour while young in the 
cultivation of the ground, and when 


| possessed of a sufficient quantity of 


cleared land and of stock to maintain 
a family, they are allowed to marry, but 
always with the consent of Adams, 
who unites them bya marriage cere- 
mony of his own. 

“ The greatest harmony prevailed 
in the little society; their only quar- 
rels, and these rarely happened, being, 
to use their own expression, “ quar- 
rels of the mouth :” they are honest in 
their dealings, which consist of barter- 
ing different articles for mntualaccom, 
modatian. 


' 
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‘s Their habitations are extremely 
neat. The little village of Pitcairn 


and for mutual accommodation, ex- 
clianges of one kind of provision for 


forms a pretty square, the houses at |! another were very frequent, as salt for 


the upper end of which are occupied 
by the patriarch John Adams, and hig 


| fresh provisions, vegetables and fruit» 


for poultry, fish, &c; also, when the 





family, consisting of his old blind wife, || stores ef one family were low, or whol- 
and three daughters, from fifteen to ‘ly expended, afresh supply was raised 





eighteen years of age, and a boy of 
eleven ; a daughter of his wife by her | 
former husband, and a son-in-law. On 

the opposite side is the dwelling of | 
Thursday October Christian ; and in, 


the centre, is a smooth verdant lawn, t 


or which the poultry are Iet loose, | 
fenced in 0 as to prevent the intru. | 
sion of the domestic quadrupeds. 
+ “ Adams’s house consisted of two | 
rooms, and the windows had shutters | 
to pull to at night. The younger | 
part of the sex are, as before aeand | 
employed with their brotiers, under 
the direction of Adams, inthe cul- 
tur@ of the ground, which produced 
cocoa nuts, bananas, the. bread fruit! 
tree, yams, sweet potatoes, aud tur- 
nips. They have also plenty of hogs 
and goats. The woods abound with] 
a species of wild hog, and the coasts. 
of the island, with scveral kinds of 
good fish. 





they: 
“ Their agricaltural implements are 
made by themselves from theiron sup- 
plied by the Bounty, which with great 
labour, they beat out into spades, hatch- 
cts, &c. This was not all: the good | 
old man kept a regular journal, in : 





_—— 


‘from another, or out of the general 
‘stock, to be repaid when circumstan- 
‘ces were more favourable ; all of which 
| were carefully noted down in Jobn 
| Adams’s journal. 

| But what was most gratifying of 
‘all to the visitors, was the simple and 
unaffected manner in which they re- 
turned thanks tothe Almighty for the 
many blessings they enjoyed. They 
never failed to say grace before and 
after meuls, to pray every morning at 
sun-rise, and they frequently repeated 
the Lord’s Prayer and the Creed. It 
was truly pleasing’”’ says captain Pipon, 
to see these poor people so well dis- 
posed to listen so attentively to moral 
instruction, to believe in the attributes 
of God, and to place their reliance on 
Divine goodness.”” The day on which 
the two Captains landed, was Saturday 
the izth September; but by John Ad- 
ams’s account, it was Sunday the 16th, 
and they were keeping the Sabbath 
by making it a day of rest and of pray- 
er. This was occasioned by the Boun- 
ty baving proceeded thither by the 
eastern route, and our frigates having 
gone to the westward; and the Topaz 


which was entered the nature and’ found them right according to his own 


quantity of work performed by each 
family, what each had received, and. 


what was due on account :—there was, || ery ship from Europe, proceeding to ~ 
it seems, besides private property, a. 


sort of general stock, out of which ar- 
ticles were issued on account to the 
several members of the community : 


reckoning, she having also approach- 
ed the island from the east ward.—Ev- 


Pitcairn’s Island, round the Cape of 
Good Hope, will find them a day later, 
as those who approach them round 
Cape Horn, a day: ia advance, as Was 
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‘islands of the great Pacific. 
only to add that Pitcairn’s Island seems 


been distinguished for their bravery in 
_arms, and their cultivation of science 
and literature in peace ; for their val- 


the embattled field, and their encour- 
agement and patronage of the votaries 





_Few young men ever entered on the 
Yoyage of life, with brighter prospects | 
_4nd more favouring breezes ; few had 
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the case with Captain Folner, and the 
Captains Sir T. Staines and Pipon. 
Captain Pipon supplied them with 
some tools, kettles, and other articles, 
such as the high surf wovld permit 
them to land, but to no great extent; 
many things are still wanting for their 
ease and comfort, The descendants of 
these people, by keeping up the Ota- | 
heitan language,which the present race | 
speak fluently, might be the means of | 
civilizing the multitudes of fine peo- | 
ple scattered over the innumerable | 
We have 


f 








to be so fortified by nature, as to op. 
pose an invincible barrier to an inva- 
ding enemy ; there is no spot, appa- 
rently, where a boatcan land with safe- 
ty ; and, perhaps, not more than one 
where it can land at all ; an everlast 

ing swell of the ocean rolls in on eve- 
ry side, and breaks into foam against 
its rocky and iron-bound shores.  ~ 

oa — — ——_ 

From the Academic Recreations. 


LYCIDAS. 

Lycrpas was descended from one 
of the most distinguished families 
in Athens. Wis ancestors siood fore- 
Most inthe glorious victory of P/a- 
taea, and their descendants had since 








or against the foes of their country in 


of the muses, when the blast of war 
Was no longer heard and its tumultu- 
©us waves had subsided into a calm. 








[ better prospects of attaining the port 
in peace, of being the object of the 
admiration and respect of their coun- 
trymen, and leaving behind them an 
imperishable record. Nature, as if 
willing to lend her aid to promote the 
happiness of J ycidas, had bestowed 
on him every physical endowment both 
of mind and body which falls to the lot 
of frail humanity Vanity, that bane- 
ful weed which finds nourishment in 
almost every bosom, never reared its 
pernicious Icavesin hisbreast. On the 
contrary, he had not a sufficient opin- 
ion of his own’ powers to make him 
command respect ; and to maintain that 
independence of character, which en- 
ables its possessor to look with con- 
tempt upon adversaries, whose only 
qualifications for the work of detrac- 
tion are envy and hatred ; to repel ev- 
ery idle shaft which may proceed from 
the poisoned quiver of malice; to 
crush with as much ease as did the in- 
fant He cules the venomous reptile, 
all the hissing serpents whose sole joy 
consists in datting their poison into 
the breast of superior worth, and en- 
deavouring to obscure that lustre they 
despair of being able toequal A deep 
shade of melancholy was also diffused 
over this young man’s disposition. Al- 
most any one in his situation would 
have been excusable, if he had been 
sanguine in his hopes of existence. 
But not so Lycidas :—the least dis- 
appointment, the slightest barrier, was 
an insurmountable obstacle to his des. 
ponding nature. The season of the 
Games approached, whenall the youth 
of Greece who were remarkable for 
their skill in any of the five exercises, 
began to prepare for a trial of their 





powers and to glow with a hope of dis. 
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tinction aud of favor. Lycidas too, 
yoked his fleet coursers to the chariot, 
and felt his bosom warm with the de- 
sire of outstripping his rivals ; “ but,” 
thought he, “* wny need J present my- 
self in the lists where so many will be 
found whose reputation is already cs- 
tablished ?-—Shall I toil and labor only 
to be defeated ? Shall my fondest ex- 
pectations be raised, only to be blasted 
forever ?—Besides of what avuil will 
my exertions be, since fate, inexora- 
ble fate, hath decreed alrea'!y who 
shall be the victor ? The die is cast. 
It is not the swiftness of the steed, 
the skill of the charioteer which de. 
cides the contest—The thrice stern 
sisters have already established the is- 
suc of the course” 

This doctrine of fatality, in which 
the ancients so blindly believed, was 
one on which he often dwekt. This 
vain and ridiculous sophistry was the 
bane of every hope, the antidote to 
every enjoyment. 

The important day at length came. 
Thousands of spectators assembled to 
wipessthe contest. The ficry steeds 
could scarce be restrained within the 
barriers by the scarce less fiery com- 
batants—expectation filled eyery bo- 
sum, and not asound broke the silence 
with which the vast multitude awaited 
the issue. The race began. Already 
the coursers of Lycidas were seen to 
fy across the plain, they scarce ap- 
peared ‘to touch, already he beheld 
himself beyond all his antagonists. 
The chariot of Cleanthes was close 
behind—His steeds began to gain up- 
pn those of Lycidas. At this moment 
the friends of the latter anxiously 
watched the scene ; but what was their 


@jsappointment when Lycidae appear- # or trod in paths where the flowrets of 











ed to lose half the fire with which he 
commenced the race, when the chari- 
ot of his rival was seen to come up 
with his, and his steeds at one bound 
to gain the goal ! 

Smarting with his recent and deep 
felt wound, incensed with himself and 
all the world, Lycidas walked out of 
the city ruminating on the misfortunes 
of the day. “ Life,” said he, “ may 
be compared to a race in which all are 
engaged. With rapid strides we all 
approach the goal which fate has des- 
tined us to reach ;~—Glory, honor, rich- 
es, pomp and power, are unsubstantial 
forms and fleeting phantasms, which 
cross our path, only to lure us to des. 
teuction, and plunge us headlong from 
our seats, and then forever to elude 
our grasp! What is that for which we 
pant so ardently, to which we devote 
our existence ? To acquire which we 
strain every nerve and exert every fac- 
ulty of mind and body? What is it 
when possessed? A pillar of vapor, 
which the winds of heaven shall scat- 
ter to the four corners of the world. 
Its loss is attended with shame, morti- 
fication and anxiety. Deluding phan- 
tom ! Why did I stretch out my hand 
to arrest thy visionary form? Why did 
I pant, despond, despair, for thee, a 
shadow of a shade! And after all, if 
pleasure were to be found on earth— 
if the roses of happiness bloomed with- 
out a thorn, since fate has fixed the 
period of all earshly enjoyment, when 
eternity shall set its seal upon man’s 
mortal career, of what importance will 
it, be in that last hour how we have 
lived? Whether we have walked upon 


the flinty and rugged rock which con- | 


tinually lacerates the traveller's feet: 








nd i we 


a 









‘him : § Young man, I have heard thy 


‘of experience. The doctrine on which 
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pleasure bloom in continual verdure? /\ fame is not altogether unsubstantial.— 


When the gloomy banks of Styx shall | 
meet our eyes, and the dull moan of | 
Lethe’s sullen waves resound in our 
ears, we shall be alike indifferent to 
the past. My destiny is determined— 
I submit to fate.” 


Thus he poured forth the medita- 
tions of his morbid heart, as he wan- 
dered over ficlds which nature had 








fulmevery thing discordant tothe tone | 
of his feelings. A venerable old man, | 
whose beard of snow descended to his | 
waist, suddenly appeared before the 
dejected youth, and thus addressed 


soliloquy, and pity thy condition. Be- 
hold, all nature smiles; every flowret 
opens its leaves and waflts its fragrance 
to the air; the feathered choristers 
pour forth their notes from every spray; 
the zephyrs temper with their refresh - 
ing coolness the genial warmth of the 
sun. The streamlets bubble over their 
pebbled beds ; all nature rejoices and 
appears to praise the gods; and thou, 
whom they have gifted with a spark 
of celestial fire and heavenly origin, 
marrest with thy complaints the gen- 
eral harmony. My son, hear the words 


you appear to brood with gloomy sat- 
isfaction, is inconsistent with the dic- 
tates of reason and the justice of hea- 
ven. Seek not to scrutinize her de- 
crees. This know, that in the pursuit 
of virtue, pleasure will ever spring up 
which never pails. The love of praise 
is sweet—it is dear to the human 
breast.’ Seek then by being of bene- 





red and honoured, Yon will find that 


fit to mankind to make yourself reve- } 


You will find the wreaths she entwitiés 


| around the brows of the good, the 


sweetest treasures earth can ever be- 
stow. Your reasoning is not altogeth- 


| er incorrect, but you carry your mel- 
jancholy thoughts too far—you build 
/upon a wrong foundation. What is this 
fate of which you talk? Do you not 
! feel yourself to be /ree ? If you say, 


. . I will raise m m, d - 
decked with all her gayest attire. He || se my arm, does not the ac 


looked around—every thing was cheer- 
ne et. | Consciousness proclaims the absurdi- 


tion follow immediately the volition? 


‘ty of the doctrine. My son, awake 
| from the stuper of inactivity and mor- 
| bid melancholy! Rouse from this leth- 
argy of the noblest faculties, and as- 
sert the dignity of your nature. So 
when your spirit shall glide over the 
tremendous river of hell, the stern-and 
implacable judge shall bid you wel- 
come to the realms of the blessed, and 
the fields of Elysium be your eternal! 
habitation !"" 

So spake the venerable sage—and 
the youth acquiesced in the force 
of his assertions. . Persuaded by his 
dignified and irrésistible eloquence, 
he begged to receive instruction from 
his lips, followed his counsels, and 
added new lustre to the honors of his 
ancestors. a J 


ANECDOTE. 
Some years ago a fcliow was senten- 


ced in Denbigshire, to be cropt for 
perjury. When the executioner came 
to fulfil the sentence of the law, he 
found that the prisoner had undergone 
that punishment already, which threw 
the hangman into a passion—“ What 
the deuce !” said the convict, cooly, 
«am I obliged to furnish you with 
ears, every time I am sentenced to be 
cropt {”” 
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VARIETY. 








A BEGGAR AND HIS CHILD. 

A beggar man, apparently very old, 
and in great distress, with a child in 
his arms, came into the public house, 
Mount-street, Grosvenor square, on 
Sunday ‘se’night, and begged alms 
with great earnestness. A young man 
in the house at the time, suspecting 
that all was not right, took hold of the 
child, when immediately the head came 
off, and discovered it to be plaster of 
Parts © After shaking ‘the old man a 
little, an old red wig fell off, and dis- 
covered hin to be a young man about 
thirty. He begged very hard to get off, 
without asking any damages for the 
loss of his child and wig, and was turn- 
ed out of the house. —Lon. fap. 





SIR JOHN CUTLER. 


He was well known as a complete 
miscr. He boasted that Providence 
had shewed him peculiar favour, in 
causing his nativity on the 29th Feb- 
ruary, so that he had butone birth-day 
to keep it in four years. 





ae” TION. 


* T believe (says' an eminent writer) 
“one great source ‘of our misconduct, 
is Owing to acertain stimulus with Us, 
calledambition, which goads us upthe 

hil fie, notas we ascend other 
e 3, for the laudable curiosity 

-of viewing an extended landscape-but 
rather for the distant pride of looking 
down, on others of our fellow-creatures 
seemingly diminutive in humbler sta- 
tions.” 

A young gentleman who was extol- 
ling a lady’s ‘beauty very much, one of 
his companions allowed that she had 
very fine features, but a wretched set 
of teeth; “ very true” said the first, 
“ but she is a fine woman in spite of 
her teeth.” 








* 
A person of no great liberality, ac- 


cusing, in a public company, the Irish J moment of this transitory life. 


—~ 








nation as being the most uvopviished 
nation possible, an Irish Gentleman, 
whose country was unknown to the 
former, mildly replied—« It ought to 
be otherwise, for the Irish mee: with 
hard-rubs enough to polish any na- 
tion in the world.” 

The squire ofa certain village be- 
ing lately at dinner, allowed one of his 
tenants to stand while he conversed 
with him. “ What news, my friend?” 
suid the squire—* None that I know 
of,” replied the farmer, “ except that 
a sow of mine has pigged ¢hiricen figs 
and she has only twelve teats.””. What 
will the thirteenth do?” asked the land- 
lord.—** As I do,” returnec Hodge, 
“ i¢ will look on while the others eat.” 





MONITORIAL. 


Awake, O my soul! to praise and 
bless thy God and Benefactor. It is 
now that begins again that charming 
season, which opens such an agreea- 
ble prospect before us, and makes 
amends for thesad winter days that are 
past. The spring approaches every 
day, and with ita thousand pleasures 
and innumerable blessings. How ma- 
ny have wished to live to see the re- 
newal of nature, and to recover, in the 
fine days of spring, from all they had 
suffered during winter But they have 
not bad the consolation to see this 
day, and their lives were ended before 
the winter was oyer. More favoured 
than many millions of my fellow-creas 
tures, who have heen carried off by 
death, I stilllive, and may indulge the 
joy with which spring inspires me. 
But how often have I seen this season 
without thinking of the goodness of 
my Creator, without opening my heart 
to gratitude and love ! And perhaps 
this is the last spring I shall see upon 
earth. Perhaps before the next equinox 
returns, I shallbe in.my grave. Let 
this thought lead me to feel, so much 
the more touched with the goodness 
of my Creator; to enjoy, with more cir- 
cumspection, the pleasures of spring 
and to redeem with more care, every 
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ZIDON AND KEZIA. 
AN ANTEDILUVIAN TALE, 


(Concluded from dtr last.) ' 
Sap is the scene of havoc, far and near; 
See yon frail barks that on the wave appear, 
Half torn asunder by the ruthless storm, 
Fach a vain refuge for its owner’s form. 
Sad, dying shrieks ascend the gale of heaven, 
As onward in their’ course those barks are 


driven, 
While still to add to anguish and despair, 


The lofty ark unhurt the waters bear. 

Some plunge unheading i in the gulf below, 
Their struggles vain to save a life of woe ; 
On some small hill that yet o’ertops the wave 
Some mother wildly seeks her child to save+ 
Alas ! she only folds it to her breast 

To feel its Jatest pang, then sinks to rest ! 


The floods increase ; one ‘bill alone uprears 
Its awful brow, and there each vessel steers ; 
Yet all in vain ;—the rugged billows spurn 
From the dark rock the barks that thither 
"turn, . 
Save one alone—the lovers, lo! it holds, 
And Zrpow’s arm his Kezra still enfolds, 
They reach the bill, and flying from below 
Toward the summit of the mount they go. 


Two days alone, they watched the waters 
rise, 

No living being longer met their eyes, 

Black, swollen corses floated o’er the main, 

And wrecks of barks that braved the surge 
in vain ! 

On the third day, exhausted nature more 

Could not support-—the strife was pearly 
o'er j--- 

For two long days they’d watched with tears 
the ark 

A sure asylum on the billows dark, - 

Fell famine preyed upon each lovely form 

So bright and joyous ere the dreadful storm, 

Beneath their fect the rapid waters rose--- 

Another hour and they will find repose! : 

xe RR 


See how they weep !---oh! ‘ti’s a dreadful | 








sight, 


E’en now the waters rise to near their height! 

And Kezra cried---“ oh Zrpompapall we 
die » 

** Without one hope to else the azure sky? 

“Oh that thy soul had been less full of pride, 

** So had we ’scaped this desolation wide !” 

-~-“* My love, my fondest love! — the chief 

replied--- ~*~ 

« Pardon the errors of a sinful heatt--- 

“ O pray to heaven for me, before we part!” 


The maiden knelt upon the mountain height, 

A lovely angel in thé storm of night, 

And ere she closed het supplicating prayer 

Th’ approaching waves to life gave dark 
depair. 

She rose, she fell in Z1pow’s faithful armas— 

“ Farewell 1” she cried-.- beyond these dire 
alarms 

** Perhaps in other realms we yet may meet, 

“Where sin and woe no more shall mock 
our feet, 

“ Where flowers celestial shall their incense 
pour 

* On the bright land, and on the sunny shore! 

** Farewell a space! see hew the billows 
heave, ’ 

*¢ Weep not my Z1pow, cease to mourn and 
grieve, 

‘* One struggle more and all shall pass away, 

“ This earthly scene, this sublunary day! 

« Soon shall our corses on the wave be hurled 

‘© The sport and victims of a deluged world, 

*« Sad shall the winds of heaven howl o’er 
their grave, 7 

‘* The wide spread main, the desolating 


wave! © — 4, 

“ See where yon vessel rides ! ehiebraves 
the surge ond 

“ And bears her crew to carth's,remotest 
verge, 

** To lands perchance, where sunny islands 
bloom, 

“ And fragrant groves diffuse | a sweet per- 
fume, 

“ While we, sad tenants of the murd'rous 
deep, 


** Shall on the rocking billow harshly sles, 
** And vultures, ravenous/in the stormy sky 


Iie Feed on our corses, ere they with us 


dic! 


382 


‘+ Farewell! I go---oh heaven, receive my 
~ , 
&* I come to thee---I leave this ocean's roll !’’ 


A 


The maiden sunk ; and as she sunk, the surge 
Swept her, half senseless from the moun- 
tain’s verge. 
One moment Z1pow cast afound his gaze, 
Wild roared the wave---one moment more 
he stays, 
Then plunges reekless in the eddying wave» 
Sunk on her corse, and kist the watery grave! 
The sullen billow hides the mountain rock, 
‘The stormy blasts their darkest powers un- 
lock, 
And sweép impetuous in their dreadful way 
The hapless victims of that dismal day! 
LORIENT. 
+ ® 5 ee 
INSCRIPTION 
For a spring of fresh Water, lately enclosed 
for the accommodation of Travellers, near 
Alfreston, Hants, (England) over which 
is inscribed on a small board the words 


“ ADAM’S ALE.” 


ww 
Bax Adam first, in Eden’s grove, 
Woo’d Eve in strains of artless love, 
And told bis tender tale ; 
I sprung beneath my Maker’s hand, 
And smoothly flow’d at his command, 
Through that delightful vale. 


When love and innocence combin’d, 
The happy pair in Eden join’d, 
I witnessed all their bliss ; 
And when béneath the shady bowers, 
Eve gather’ on my banks the flowers 
{ snatch'd a parting kiss, 


When noontide heat came fiercely on, 

And from the daily spangled lawa 
Those lovers sought the shade; 

A sweet refreshing draught they took, 

Knelt on the margin of the brook, 
And Heaven with thanks repaid. 


Al! you who prize that blessing Heattu, 
A gem more dear than worlds of wealth, 
Come listen to my tale ; 
Learn that each beverage made by art; 
Conveys a poison to the heart, 
Brink only “ anam's Ave.” 


_ 


| 
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SS 
From the Commercial Advertiser, 


ON THE FATE OF THE 
UNITED STATES SLOOP L’EPERVIER. 


Supposed to be lost on her passage home 
JSrom the Mediterranean. 
Bevore the stars of Liberty 
The crescent hid her head, 
The thunders of their victory, 
She heard afar with dread; 
And when the foe she dartd was near, 
in tame submission quell’d her fear. 


But where is that brave bark that bore 
The tidings of success ? 
She left behind the failing shore 
On ocean fathomless— 
Joy bade the welcome breezes blow, 
And rapture sat upon the prow. 





The wheels of time have ceasless roll’d 
That mock the dreams of man, 
Majestic as in days of old, 
When erst their march began— 
Why does that gallant bark yet stay ; 


Why stops she on her gladsome way ? 


Days, weeks and months, have fled to join 
The years beyond the flood, 

Nor mortal might, nor power divine, 
Can call them where they stood. 

That gallant bark has heard her doom, 


She comes not--and she may not come! 


Thow’ who hast seen, when in the hour, 
That tried the dauatless brave, 

That mock’d the boast of human power, 
All impotent to save, 

The sailor cast a hopeless eye 

To threatning waves and frowning sky | 


The ties of friendship. -nature-—love--- 
All, all have own’d thy might, 
They cried aloud, but could not move, 
And sunk in one dark night. 
Despair around her mantle flung, 
Their dirge, the storms-that whelm‘d them 
sung. 


For them, nodear and honor‘d hand 
Shall close the failing ball, 








When gath‘ring round, the gloomy band 
Of death the soul appal ; 





_* 
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Norearth by Christian footsteps hallow’d, 
Receive the corse the deep has swallow’d. 


In caves, dark, desolate and drear, 
The gallant and the pay, 
. The forms so lov'd and cherish‘d here, 
Are rav‘ning monster‘s prey. 
Each bond of tove and sorrow burst, 
Yes tyrant ! thou’ hast done thy worst ! 


Yet is thy power almighty then, 
Omnipatent on earth ? 

Destroyer of the sons of men, 
Of beauty and of worth. 

And shall oblivion’s sable cloud 

That hid their fate, their memory shroud ? 


Ono! the gem that in the beds 
Where slumber all the brave, 
In vain its mellow lustre sheds 
Upon the envious wave. 
Transplanted to a royal shrine, 
With brighter lustre ne‘er shall shine. 


Brave bird ! thy wings have fail‘d to soar, 
Thine eyes were closed for e‘er, 

The shades of death came black‘ning oer 
And horror brooded near--- 

But she whose pinions never tire, 


Shall bear thee on her wings of fire ! 
TYRO. 
—<_—— 
MY NATIVE VALE. 


“ Hic gelidi fontes, hic mollia prata hic 
nemus.”"—V IRC, 


To every heart that knows a generous glow, 
That owns the bliss affection‘s force por. 
trays, | 
There is ene spot more dear than all below, 
’Tis the lov‘d play-place, of his early 
days. 


There sportive fancy, wing‘d by feeling‘s 
power, 

In pensive pleasure, hovers o'er the scene, 
Lingers delighted round his favourite bower, 
Or wantons ravish‘d on the neighb‘ring 

green. 


There he reviews, on memory‘s faithful 
page, 
The dear delights his first-born moments 
knew, 


a 


aft 





Kecalls the transports of his boyish age, 

And seems to live those halcyon hours 
anew. “ 

Dear Vale ! on whose variegated breast, 

The gilded joys of life's glad morning 


smil‘d, 


| When ali my rising cares were sooth‘d te 


rest, 
And nature’s beauties ev‘ry pang beguil'd. 


What though no pillar‘d fabrie's awful 
dome, 
Nor glittering spires adorn my native 
seat; 
Still the dear thought thatonce it wag my 
. home, ; 
Adds new endearments to the calm re- 
treat. 
There, frst, when climbing up the clifted 
height, 
That bounds the scene of youth‘s depart- 
ed days, 
The charms of nature wel a new delight, 
And rural beauties fix‘d my eager gaze. 


a 


Beside the brook that winds its devious way 
Through the rich mead, along. the length- 
en‘d vale, #£ 
Enraptur‘d first, I sung the rural lay, 
And gave my artless numbers to the gale, 
There, too, reclin‘d beneath a hazle grove, 
Long since neglected by the careless 
throng, 
I felt the tumults of inspiring love, 
And in soft transport, wove an een * 
song. 
Butoh, how chang‘d, since life's Seat dawn 
has fled ! 
Are the dear features of its blissful scene ; 
How many slumber with the silent dead, 
Who erst in childhood frolick‘d on the 
green. 
A mother, too, beneath the cypress shade, 
Whose verdant branches spread a kindred 
gloom, 
In peaceful, silent solitude is laid, 
Where rural virtues have a rural tomb. 
Yet all adieu! a more enlarged sphere 
Invites me hence, unwilling to depart: 
Accept, dear Vale! a tributary tear, 





The free oblation ofa feeling heart. 
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Intelligence. 





A Sparish 90 gun-ship with two A- 
merican officers and 60 Seamen on 
board, was lost near Algiers, in a gale 
of wind, on her passage down the 
Streights, when in company with the 
Constellation frigate) The seamen, 
it appears belonged to the American 
squadron in the Mediteranean, and 
were geriecrously assisting the Span- 
iards in working their ship down. ° 
~ John Swayne, alias Swiney, accused 
asa British subject of entering the 
American service on board the frigate 
Essex in the late war, has been tried 
and convicted in England, and senten- 


ced to death: but recommended to | 


mercy. 

A letter from an officer on board the’ 
U.S frigate U. States, to his friend in 
Philadelphia, dated Jan 1, 1816, says, 
that Gen. Castanos who so bravely de- 
fended Saragossa from the French, and 
ugainst whom he on many other occa- 
sions crowned the arms of his cold- 
hearted country with success—7hat 
Castanos left this port yesterday, with 
a number of other prisoners, chained 
andin irons, to serve as a private sol- 


dier for ten years on the coast of Bar- } 


bary.—Alas, how unforeseen are the 
events of this transit6ry life ! !” 

A phial has been taken up on the 
shore near the Texel, containing a 
note, dated Feb. 13, 1815, and signed 
Wandorf, of the following import— 
“The ship Concord has been cast 
away on the coast of Madagascar, 
where we suall all perish—I pray the 
person into whose hands this Pbial 
may chance to fall, to make the present 
known to all our good ‘friends and pa- 
rents.” 

The Prince Regent is said to have 
purchased of gen. Kellerman, for 3000 
guineas, the superb carriage of Bona- 
parte, taken by that officer at the bat- 
tle cf Water!oo 





woman 50 years of age, the mother of 
seven children, was inhumatly tortur- 
ed by a farmer who suspected her of 
sorcery, because his daughter was ta- 
ken ill. The story is horrible. They 
burnt her legs, feet, and thighs ona 
slow fire, and she was tortured for 
three hours. When they thought ber 
at the point of death, they yielded to 
her prayers for a priest; and went for 
one, by which the poor creature was 
saved from immediate death; but it 
was thought impossible that she should 
| survive. The wretches were impri- 
| soned. 
| Alate English paper, speaking of 
Gass Lights in Lendon, observes, that 
| already Sixteen Miles of Gass Light 
| Pipes have been laid down ; and that 
‘nothing can succeed better than the 
illumination by Gass. 

The Georgia Journal of the 28th ult. 
on the authority of a gentleman direct 
from the Mississippi Territory,reports 
that on the &th February. Col. Daniel 
Johnson of Chickasaw Bluffs, Major 
Powcl, Mr. M‘Claskey, and their ser- 
vants, while exploring the lands on the 
Alabama, included in the late cession 
from the Creeks, were fred upon by 
}a party of Indians in ambush, and ail 
killed, excepting Major Powel, who 
narrowly escaped afier a pursuit of 
several miles and being repeatcdly 
shot at. 

A colonel in the U. S. army, writes 
to his friend in Richmond, under date 
of March 18, “ that we are going to 
have a Creek war toa certainty. I fake 
with me eight companies of infantry, 
and one of artillery —It seems both 
the hostile and friendly Chiefs object 
to running the line agreeably to Jack- 
son’s treaty. Gen. Gaines has entered 
the nation to run the line, * Peaccably 
if he can, forcibly if he must.” 

The Albany Gazette of March 19 
cautions people to be on their guard 
| in the purchase of brown sugar, as se 
_veral barrels, grossly adulterated with 
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Paris, ave recently been sold in that 
city, both at auction and at private sale. 
The fraud is only discovered by mix- 
ing some of it with water, when the 
plaster may be discovered at the bot- 
tom of the glass. 

Accounts from Rio Janeiro state, 
that on the 17th Dec. last, Brazil was 
declared a kingdom, and ofcourse the 
seat of a new one on this side the At- 
lantic. ' 

Merit Rewarded—The sharer of 
the last eighth of the high prize of 


$25,000 appeared at Allen’s Lottery- |. 


Office, in this city, in the person of a 
soldier, with a wooden leg, being all 
that he brought out of the late army 
with him, and received his money for 
It. 

Dispatch of Business. A Mr. B. 
(calling himself the son of a public 
character A y) came to town on 
Saturday last—visited the theatre in 
the evening, and was there smitten by 
a lady—on Sunday visited the lady— 
on Monday went with her to the house 
of the rev. Mr. B..and was married— 
but mistaking and carrying off the 
clergyman’s gold watch for his own 
cane, which he left on the mantle-piece, 
was arrested by the police and sent to 
Bridewell instead of the nuptial cham- 
ber—on Tuesday was indicted—and 
before the week is out will have com- 
pleted his chapter of incidents, and 
secured himself a situation where he 
will be safe, from all the vicissitudes 
of dramatic recreation, love, matrimo- 
hy, and light fingered mistakes, for 


three years at least to come.—Col. 
_—_— 











(p> Our readers are requested to correct 
an error in the article ‘ Hope” in the 285th 
page, 4th verse---4th and 5th line ; read wane 
instead of wave. 

Sion 
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Nuptial. 


MARRIED, 
By the right rev. Bishop Hobart,Mr. Alex- 
wnder } C Hamilton, to Miss Eliza Aun 
Ferris, both of this city. 
By the rev. Mr. Milledollar Major D. G. 
D. Smith, of the U. S. army, to Miss Mary C. 





a 
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Bleecker daughter of William Bleecker, Esq, 
of this city. 

By the rey.Mr. Labach,Mr. Samuel Bloom- 
er, to Mrs. Jane Lear, all of this cityy 

By the rev. Mr. Lyell, Mr. Lodowick, 
Prentiss, of New-London, to Miss Eliza 
Stockwell, of this city. 

By the rev. Mr. Williston, Samuel! P’ Hal- 
let, (of the firm of Hallet and Marsh, Mer- 
chants) to Miss Ann Maria Myers, daughter 
of James J. Myers, Esq, of this city. 

By the rev. Mr. Washburn, Mr. Isaac F, 
Bragg, of Whitehaven, to Miss Sally H. 
Royce, of this city. ; 


Obituary. 








The City-Inspector Reports the death of 57 
persons in this City, for the week ending 
on Saturday the 16th of March,1816,of the 
following Diseases :  2e2 


Apoplexy 3 ; consumption 16; convulsions 
4; cramp in the stomach 2; dropsy 1 ; drop- 
sy in the, head 1 ; drowned 1; dysentery 1; 
fever remittent 1; typhus fever 2; pleurisy 
2; pneumonia typhodes 1 ; rheumatism 1 ; 
schrofula or kings evil 1; small-pox 5; still 
born 1; stranguary 1; sudden death 1 ; sy- 
philis 1; tales mesenterica 1; teething 1 ; 
unknown 1 ; whooping eer 1, worms 1; 
— Total 57. 


DIED, ’ 


Mrs. Elizabeth Swartwout, aged 74. 

Mr. Henry Titus, aged 32. 

Mr Jeln Cochran. 

Suddenly Mrs. Catharine Fairchild. 

Viamen Ball, E.-q. 

Mrs. Frances Tree, relict of the late Mr, 
Robert Tree, printer, in the 22d-year of her 
age. oe 

Miss Julia Staples, daughter 
Mr. John Staples. 

Mr. John Vredenburgh, aged 38 years. 

Mrs, Tamar Haviland, aged 77 years, mo- 
ther in law tothe Editor of the Evening Post. 

At his seat in Georgetown, (Md.) Thomas 
Turner, Esq. accountant of the Navy depart- 
ment. 





e late 


At Halifax N.S. in the 82d year of his 
age, and 58th of his ministry, the Right 
Rev. and Hon. Charles Inglis, Bishop of that ~ 
Diocese, a most worthy character. After un 
evening spent in his family, with more than 


usual health and cheerfulness, he enjoyed an 


undisturbed and.-tranquil sleep for six hours 
—he arose at his usual time, in great compo- 
sure, and while dressing, sunk upon his bed 
and was at rest in an instant, without a pain, 


'an effort, or asigh. 
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BATRAORDINARY CURE OF HYPOCHON- 
DRBIA, 


A wealthy Swiss farmer much af- 
fected with hypochondria came to 
Langenau to consult the celebrated 
Michael Schuppach, better known by 
the appellation of the mountain doctor. 
“ I have seven devils in my belly,” said 
he ; “ no fewer than seven.” “ There 
are more than seven” replied the doc- 
tor with the utmost gravity; “ if you 
count them righi you will find eight” 
After questioning the patient concern- 
ing his case; he promised tocure him 
in eight days, during which time he 
would every morning rid him of one 
of his troublesome inmates at the rate 
et one louis d’or each. “ But,” ad- 
ded he, “ the last wili be much more 
obstinate and difficult to expel than the. 
Others, I shall expect two louis d’ors 
for him.”” The farmer agreed to these 
terms; the bargain was struck, and 





the doctor impressing upon all present 


the necessity of secrecy, promised to | bling about in an astonishing manner, 


give the nine louis d’ors tothe poor of 
the parish. Next morning the ima- | 
ginary demoniac was brought to him, | 
and plgped near a kiad of machine) 
which he had never seeny before, by 
means of which he received an elec-. 
tric shock. The farmer roared out. 
lustily—* There goes one !” said the 
doctor with the utmost gravity. 
day the same operation was repeated : 
the r bellowéd a8 before, and the: 
ly remarked ; “ Another is’ 
, this manner he procceded to | 
theseventh. When he was preparing » 


to attack the last, Schuppach reminded | 


his patient that he now had need of all | 
his courage, for this was the captain of 
the gang, who would make a more ob- 
Stinate resistance than any of the 
others. The shock was at this time 
. 80 Strong as to extend the demoniac 
on the floor. “ Now they are all gone?” 
said the doctor, and ordered the far- 
mer to be putto bed. On recovering 
himself, the latter declared he was com- 
pletely cured; he paid the nine louis 
d’ors with abundance of thanks, and re- 
turned in the best spirits to his village. 





| 213 pounds. 


ee 


Credible witnesses attest this ¢xtraor- 
dinary cure, which proves the acute- 
ness of the Doctor as well as the truth 
of Solomon’s proverb, that with the 
fool we must sometimes talk like a 
fool. 
ae i : ee 
From the Massachusetts Spy. 
“ MOVING STONES.” 

A correspondent assures us that the 
story published some months since 
respecting the moving stones in New- 
York, is not half so incredible as a cir- 
cumstance which he witnessed whena 
boy. He says that, when about four- 
teen years old, he went with scveral 
others to fish in a river in Framing- 
ham ; that when they were about quit- 
ting their sport they heard a “ terrible 
noise in the water,” and looking for 
the cause, they saw a large stone ris» 
ing from the bottam to the surface of 
the water, and float directly up the 
stream—“ sometimes one side up, 
| sometimes the other ; tossing and tum- 





until it came toa bend in the river, 
| when the water being nearly level with 
_ the bank, it passed out upon the land.” 
He describes the stone to have been 
of an oblong form, shaped at one end 
‘like a pumpkin ; with other particulars 
for which we have not room, The 


| stone was the next day carried toa 
Next | 


‘store, and its weight was found to be 
Our readers may be as- 
sured that our correspondent js a man 
of the strictest veracity; and however 
credulous we may be thought, we have 
our reasons for believing every sylla- 
ble of his story to he true. Should it 
be questioned, we are confidenthe will 
be able to remove every shadow 
doubt as to its truth. 


a 
THE MUSEUM 

Is published every Saturday, by JANES 
ORAM, No. 102, Water-street, New York. 
It forms two volumes annually, comprising 
together 852 octavo pages, or 416 each, in 
chiding a Title-page end Index toeach. | 

The annual subscription of the Museum's 
only Three Dollars; as it certainly is the 
cheapest publication of any thing of the kin 
in the Linited Stats, 
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